FLOWERING  NORMANDY

himself in; the ballroom has been pulled down, and
never again will an orchestra play a note of these

poor scores; even their names are unknown. A few
barn of a chorus of pages came back to me, remem-
bered only by me, all are gone, like Hortcnsc and
Blanche1 and Julia.

But after nil 1 am in Paris. Almost the same
Paris; almost the name George Moore, my senses
awake us before to all enjoyment, my soul as en-
wrapped as over in the divine sensation of life. Once
my youth moved through thy whiteness, 0 City, and
its dreams lay down to dreams in the freedom of thy
fields! Years come and years go, but every year I
set* city and plain in the happy exaltation of Spring,
and departing before the cuckoo, while the blossom
m still bright on the bough, It has come to me to
think that Paris and May are one.e lis-
